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PREFACE. 



In pieientliig tbeie Helodiei to the American pnblio, I hare no apolo- 
giei to malce, nor favors to ask. They were written from time to timoi 
as my feelings mored me or the muse inspired me. I neither was acta- 
ated by any desire for literary celebrity or Iotb of fame. Little did I 
imagine, in the composition of the Melodies which constitnte the ilrf t 
party that ttey wonld ever meet with publication ; but after having writ- 
ten quite a large number, I have succumbed to the desire of a few friendf, 
and consigned them to the press. 

I hare constantly endeavored throughout the preparation of this work 
to strictly adhere to my original intention of making it American in tone 
and sentiment. How far I have succeeded in this the public may judge. 
Indeed, I have met with but little stimulation to induce me to sing the 
glories of a foreign land. Our own American forests, in all their primi. 
tive grandeur and sublimity, present to any lover of nature such exquisitely 
picturesque scenery that neither Europe nor Asia can furnish their com- 
parison. 

Where can be found more noble streams than the "lordly Mississippi," 
the queenly Ohio, or the graceful Hudson, whose banks present unrival- 
led scenery for observation and study. 

Whatever sparks of genius these Melodies may possess, they can never 
be attributed to my scholastic attainments or literary merit They are 
but the offspring of imagination or the productions of creative fancy, 
wanned into poetic life by an ardent love of the beautiful and sublime in 
nature, which all mankind possess to a greater or less extent, requiring 
but a small degree of cultivation preparatory to its existence in verse. 

Owing to the large class of lyrical writers who have preceded me{. It 
^may justly be inquired : Do these Melodies possess any originality of 
thought^ or freshly-created concepUons? To this interrogatory I might 
truly reply that, to my*present knowledge, there is nothing which this 
work contains that has in any wise been extracted firom the prodnetioiii 
ef anoiher author, Wft » few quotations whieh hare been inserted for 
tilt sak« of embellishment, and for whieh the authors are 4aly aooreditid* 



6 

SjioB, ill » pMftM to «af of liif poiBUiy UmSHy aoapldM of ilio dUI- 
eolty of prodvoiiig Mi3rihing original^ Moribing ts » nmob tho Tolvala- 
oBf offaBioni of prooeding potto-H|n4 no ^nffM bo ntttrod tho tniiih. 

AIloA "Bmumbj, a Scotch poot of somo known colobrity, who piooodod 
Um by obont half a coDtory, in tho pnfhco to hii works, uado vio of tho 
fbUowing signifleant langnago: — ^"Thronghont tho whole I haroonly 
copied from nature; and, with all preoantion, hare stndied, as far as it 
came within the ken of my obserration and memory, not to repeat what 
has already been said by others, tbongh it be next to impossible some- 
times to stand clear of them, especially in the little lore plots of a song." 

Here, then, is a writer who flourished in the beginning of tho eigh- 
teenth century, when lyrical composition was almost in its infancy, build- 
ing up the same plea as his more illustrious compeer. If a writer liring 
in that early ago appeals to the public for a justification of what may be 
•tylod a repetition of other author's productions, it may well bo inquired 
what cause hare I for the same. Since the days of Bamsay a numerous 
class of lyrical poets bare flourished, as well as epic, which leares it still 
more diiScult to aroid stumbling upon any of their productions. Thomas 
Moore, who is perhaps one of the most roluminous of English song com- 
posers has his fame nearly, if not entirely, founded upon his melodies; 
and the same might be applied to BuMs. Sir Waltor Soott has left be- 
hind him raripus specimens in this stylo of composition. 

I might proceed still further, and enumerato others of the same kind- 
dred; but let these suffice. I furnish these illustrations merely as a basis 
upon which to erect my justification, proTided there may be found in my 
writings a single thought or simile justly belonging to another author. 

With these few remarks, I submit these Melodies to the learned world, 
oonscioBS of the many imperfections they may contain, yet basing my 
Tindicatien on the ground that they were published at tho desire of a few 
friends, and with little or no preparation for the press. 
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AMERICAN MELODIES. 
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«oirix8TiNo or ▲ vumuk or obigiital axiixoav umuuku, 

OOXPOBBd 81HIin> TBI PLOW PIUOK TO THB 
WAK FOB TBI UNIOIT. 



<'How dux to ihii huH art th« lotiiM of my oldldhood» 
WImh fond rMolloetioB proMiita thorn to tIow ; 
Tbo ofohftrdt the moftdow, tho dotp-tanglod irildirood» 
And •▼'rjr 1qt«4 ipqt wl^Soh my infanoy know." 

'— SAXinn. WADswoBffs, 



WAB SONG. 

AmeridaDGi, ydur fathers dead 
(jbH from their glorious, honored bed, 
And point to rivers running red, 
All gory with their blood. 

And do you hear their warning voice? 
0, ye ! their hope, their pride, their ohoioe I 
They tell you of the costly price 
Of your own Liberty. 

Behold upon your soil the slaves I 
And will you view them there, ye braves. 
To tread your fathers' holy graves 
^Keath their unhallowed feet? 

No ! by our God who reigns above I 
No ! by our freedom which we love I 
No ! by our swords whose steel shall prove, 
TheyUl never touch this soil. 

For sacred is each blood-dyed plain ; 
Where they were murdered, they were slain. 
And long as blood shall course a vein. 
We will protect each tomb. 

Since they for us did willing die, 
Then who oould their last wish deny-* 
To shield their dust where it doth lie, 
Or perish by its side ? 
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Long AS the Bocky MoimtainB stand, 
Or Hiamssippi's waters grand 
Flow through onr broad and stretching land. 
Their holy graves are ours. 

How dare they land upon our sod, 
Made sacred to none but our God, 
Do they expect we'll bear their rod. 
And meekly be chained down ? 

No, never 1 may our watchword be, 
Give us Death or Liberty ! 
For who could live, and not be free, 
Chained to their cursed yoke? 

Then sleep, our fathers ! no vile slave 
Shall crawl across one sacred grave, 
While guarded by your sons so brave. 
The sons of Liberty. 

For every rod we will dispute. 
Till we from us the oppressors root ; 
Before they'll gain one inch, one foot. 
They'll wade through seas of blood. 



^ STUNG BY REMORSE, WE OFT LOOK BACK. 

Stung by remorse, we oft look back, 

On days we idly let pass by. 
And wish that we could live them o'er, 

A better course of life to try. 
But what is past, is past and gone, 

And never will return again ; 
Improve the present while it's thine« " 

Or w« may ww e>n it with pi^Wi 
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ON WASHIKdVOlf ; ' "^ 
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« The r*tliM 6f hii Country." 

"Hist in Wia, first in Pea^Oi and flitt la the Httrti' %t Uii CovAtay* 



" wake not the hero, his battles are o'er, ' ' 

Let him xert nndistoibed by Potomao'a fair there; 
By the river's green border so flowery drest, 
With the hearts he loved fondly, let Washington rut," 

How fair does roll the placid wave 
Which beats hard by the hero's grare I 
How lovely are the banks below. 
Which skirt the waters as they flow. 
While moving on their flow'ry wi^. 
Seem loth to meet the briny bay« 
Such is the stream that rolls sa sweet, 
Beneath the hero-patriot's feet ; 
^Tis seen from rise to set of sun, 
That tomb— the grave of Washington ! 

Rest, noble Chief I and may the fires 
Inspire the sons which flamed their sires ; 
So, when disunion draws the blade, 
No dreader watchword need be made. 
To. drive those fiends to terror— «hame — 
Than sound abroad thy glorious name. 
Then w^uld Columbia's millions rise, 
To shield each hero where he lies-; 
'Twould strike those traitors trembling duiill,' 
Would thy asat name, our Washington 1 

Thy name shall live till time will cease, 
A household word through war and peAcei 
A rallying sound for freedom^sbaxid» 
Tb« watobword of jour Qatiro landi 
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Tlie prid* of hImMi^ii f«| ^^bfpn. 
The brilliant ton of freedom's mom, 
W^ M- thp irofMl fiad trod-th« p*Ui 
That leads to " liberty or death 1" 
Whoee grateAil land through time to come; 
Will boaei the name of Wa^iagtoa I 



DEAB LAND OF MY FATHEB8, WITH WHAT FOND 

BNBSABMENTS. 

Dear land of my fivthere, with what fond ehdearmentat 
Afar o'er the ocean, in some foreign dimie, 

Hy heart swdle with rapture, my soul with emotion. 
As proudly I claim that Columbia is mine. 

Her mem'ry unfading shall dwell in my bosom, 
While nobly I'll boast of the land of the free ; 

At I stray on the banks of the Seine or the Danube, 
I'll love tbee more dear, though far distant from me. 

Alon« I may stray by the wandering Niger^* 
Alone I may sit on the banks of the Nile ;t 
But still, though the distance grow wider between us, 
.More fondly I'll love thee at each Jength'ning mile« 

I may tread the turf by the shoee of the Qangect 
And feast with delight in the oool orange grove. 

May bathe in the ihreeze of an Ind]«| summer, 
But can I forget thee, dear land o^ny love 7 



•Ths btff^t Aerigahle «trei«n in Afrio»> thf soorot ef wWk wes • 
ssttor of eoiMidetable oomment Among ths eBoUntt, 
tTbe mneh ettebnted isrer «tf ^ksn^ 
ITbeidoliisd 



Or TOMB <»r Msidb in tb* bol Tofricl scnh^ 
E'tii tliMi wUl I Odnk <m tk«^ Itad of mj ilAm* 
And drop ft Md iMr fof my oonniry, mj homo. 



DEAB, HONOBED PAY.* 
l a Oq p m J e a ^ b«w» and iiid«p«Bd«aee forerer. — BiimiL Ws^tf^B. 

Tvirx — "Tk9 Am^ricmm Star," 

0, door bonored day, how I feel the emotion 
Ante in my hoaom when thinking on thee ; 

I turn with affection, the wannest devotion, 
To honor thoee martyrs who gave thee to me. 

Ihii where are thoee martyn, my oonntry's great glory T 
Where's ZdringBton, Adams, her Jefferson gonet 

EmhlaBoned their mem'ry shall circle in story. 
Their fame lives behind them, though set is their sun. 

Our Washington slumbers, and ne'er shall awaken. 
To lead freedom's brave sons to victory on ; 

Hii memory is sacred whose soul stood unshaken. 
Through lust of ambition for the cause he had ^<^n. 

Farewell, then, ye heroes ; for long as in mourning 
Tour country the loss of hw pride shall deplore. 

For when treason wasoilb, and its dark t emp e si k>w«ring. 
Stood constant and firm to the cause which ye bore. 



oThe above steasss wete opmnoifd for tlM 4(b of /qIv, |S6A, on ike 
snuidt of a lofty omliioneo OTWiboldng W oit Poinl^ ^n (ho Hvtea^lbe 
SMt of iM Ualtei 8«i4ei ]|flits«y Aoados»y» «i Oh TCs4 ft«» W^ 
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Thea Mtl j^y&mArtB while jtumt tcuntrf keeps w^ping,^ 
And Golnmbift'e team Ml to moisten the sod ; 

Theyni Tilte the prue jou hare left to their keeping, 
And bow down the knee to no king but their Qod/ 



• t 
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BANKS OF CHAMPLAIN* 

I have roamed the east, IVe roamed the west, 
I have roamed from Florida to Maine ; 

O, recall me now to take my rest, ' ^ 

On the lovely banks of sweet Champlain. 

I have stood by Mississippi's shore, 

And the broad Missouri stream in vain, 
' For to find a place that I'd love more. 
Than the lovely banks of fair Champlain. 

I have climbed the Bocky Mountains high. 
And have stood beside the Western main ; 

But no place so charming could I view, 
As the lovely banks of dear Champlain. 

I have been on England's fhiitful soil, ' ' 

And reviewed the sunny land of Spain ; 

O, then call me from my rambling toil, 
To the lovely banks of calm Champlain. 

No ; I have roamed the world all round. 

Nor shall I wish to roam again — 
I am well content ; no place I've found, 
•; liike ths lovely banks of sweet ChAhiplaiUt 

* SCofBipMed aiUliig en the ihon ef Ltke duaiplida, %i \Tm Wiitl(^ 
tswa of Bwrlin|toai la tke CMe of Ytnaeiiiv la fiiptsmbtri XW, 
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BEHOLD THE PBOm) FRiaOCAN BY Hlff IDVELT 

OHIO .♦ * 

Behold the proud freeman by his lovely Ohio ! 

He roams nnafraid, for he knows that he's free ; 
He asks but his freedom, with peace and coDteiUan*nt»; 

To monarchs or tyrants he won't bend the knee. 

How fair are the banks of the great Yang-tse-ki-ang,t 
Where pineapples flourish and citron trees wave I 

But tell me who're those that rejoice by its waters — 
Are they not the foot-stool of tyrants, the slave 7 

The slaves may rejoice in their groves of sweet oranges ; 

Of Cashmere and Ganges^ exultantly boast ; 
They may sit in the shade of the palm and the olive — 

Delight in the fruit of their coral-bound coast. 

Away with such splendors, that daszle and brighten, 

But give me a home by Ohio so dear ; 
It's there let me ramble, it's there let me wander, 

Where tyrants might quake and kings tremble with fear. 



*Compo8ed while a resident of Lawrence oonntj, Ohio, on the bMikf of 
the above named stream. 

fA noble river of China ; next in length to the Miisiisippi, and called 
by the Chinese "Mother of Waters." 

{A famous valley and river in India; the former the poet Moore has 
inunoxtaiized in verse. '. ' 



O ! GIVE ME MY HOME IN THE WEST I 

TuNE-r-" There i a Bpoi thai I Xov«." 
I have wandered where luxury revels with pride. 

Where pleasure has made man her slave ; 
With reluctance I've tasted h4r iblUcfi, and tijf^ke^ 

Fo? »y bQi»« wh«r§ tb^ fowi \tm w(^y^ 
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0» shrt me tlie hum <»f ihe wild, butj bee. 

And the song of the robin-red-breart ; 
O, giye B^e the sbade of the spreading beech tree— - 

O, giye me inj home in the West. 

H<ew dear to this heart is each verdant retreat. 

Those groves of old sycamore trees, 
Beneath whose hnge branches I've gazed at the w^eai 

As it swayed in the breath of the breeze ; 
And happy is he who those green hills does roam , 

With health and with freedom possess'd ; 
As for me, iCll I ask, all I want is my home — 

0, give me my home in the West ! 

To plnck the wild flowers that grew in the bog. 

With light heart I bounded along, 
While the creak of the cricket, the croak of the frog. 

Would lull me when evening was long. 
Why need I recall the gone days that are past. 

In this bosom lie hallowed and bleat ; 
If I haid but one wish, and that wish was my last^ 

0, give me my home in the West I 



HOW LONG COULD I SIT ON THY BEACH, LOVELY 

EBIE?» 

How long coald I sit on thy beach, lovely Erie ? 

And o'er thy blue waters enrapturing gaze ; 
The sight is enchanting to one who is weary, 

To gaze on thy flood and thy dancing blue waves. 



•It wii s^nly smiriag ia «iM Avftaaa er im» ii%M, sIMiiV 
Wok ef this fosuatie Iske» I penned the sbeve liasi. 
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In the distand^ tli« ships, with their fvXi swellmg siuli. 
Appear like the swan with her oat-epreadihg winge; 

For, so soft over thy lake blows the favoring galei; 
And safe to her port the expected ship brings. 

How fair is the eight at the close of the evening, 

Beneath the deep shade of some tall-spreading tree* 
The beauties of nature to drive away grieving. 

And Erie's fair charms to illunaine the e'e ; 
For the sun when he's setting his last golden rays 

On thy flashing waters, 0, Erie ! so bright,* 
He seems to light up all thy waves in one blaze, 

As, kissing thy bosom, he sinks for the night. 



THE NEW ENGLANDER'S FAREWELL.f 

Farewell ! Farewell, New England's shore I 

Farewell, land of the free ! 
Now I must ride the bounding wave 

And leave thee in the lea. 
When I am far and far away, 

Upon the Frenchman's shore, 
In dreams Fll ride the western wave 

And walk New England more. 

And when, by Versailles'! founts I rove. 

And by Napoleon's grave^ 
My heart shall heave one sigh for thee 

Behind the foaniing wave ; 



^A beautlfel Meirery> and worthy of olbservation. . 

JOeaipoted in Belpre» WaAington County, Ohio, Janiiai7» U&t,. 
A plaoe ilk Franee noted for its beautilu fonntalas. 
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Itefiowaing poiais to m«» 
AiMB rU think of tlie gWMt lMd«- 
Hj home beyond the sea. 

Fftiewell, fltfewell, mj lovely land, 

A long farewell to thee ; 
The tea that madly rolls between. 

Shall foam Hwikt thee and me. 
New England, dear I New England, ^airl 

'Tis for thy shores I'll die ; 
I cannot think of thee but what 

ICy heart shall rend and sigh. 



WHEN I WAS A YOUNa LAD .♦ 
TuNi— "ZtnfocA <if Ktrdoch." 

When I was a young lad, with what rapture I scrambled 

The towering, the bold hills of the State of New York, 
How often delighted, Vd pause as I rambled, 

To list to the song of the robin and lark ; 
And sweet were their notes, through each ralley resounding. 

As high I ascended, 'till full in my view 
I gased at Ontario's waters rebounding, 

Afar in the distance her waves rolling blue. 

What pleasure was mine, while my eyes were regaling 
ThemselTee, 'neath the shade of the wide-spreading treea. 

At ships that afkr, under white oaayas sailing, 
A4i spanung the waTei» ftey bore down with the h r ssw ; 



•Willln Is ceBuanMitls tlM se4y MSBW sf aiiy ^ldUhoo4* 



If 

Bat B6W Vm ttmtiui iiom tite bftnnis of mf diiULood-* 

No ttiore shall I roam the green Talleye along-* 
No more shall I stray through the dark, pathless wildwooii 
And hark to the robins' melliflnous song. 

No more shall I climb the steep hills I ascended, 

Where once I beheld the most beautifal scene— 
The wide-spreading landscape, the prospect oft blended 

With tall growing oak trees and meadows in green. 
Farewell ! now dear scenes, I must mourn your departure ; 

Te past early visions, I'll see you no more ; 
But, if I should see you, ^tis not with the rapture 

Once courted when young by Ontario's shore. 



HY H£AKT I LEAVE BEHIND ME. 
Tvm-^**The OirllUft Behind M4.'' 

Now, I must go, far, far away. 

Upon the angry wide sea ; 
But, be it wheresoe'er I stray, 

My heart I leave behind me. 

But, Oh I it gives me aching pain 
To leave those I love kindly. 

For, Oh I I cannot love again — 
My heart I leave behind me. 

But that I might have still possese'd* 
If I'd not loved so blindly ; 

But now the time is gone and pa«t-ro 
My hear! IkftTe behlad na. 
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Thf(tt*6 B§nh, the has won my hMri, 

And won it bo divinely. 
With all I own I now most pari — 

Mj heart I leave behind me. 

Where'er I roam» as is my lot, 
Misfortune's sure to find me ; 

As Cupid drives his matchless shot, 
My heart I leave behind me. 

Now I must go, far^ far away. 
Upon the angry wide sea ; 

But be it whereso'er I stray, 
My heart I leave behind me. 



THE HEART. 

In some the heart is like the flower« 

80 tender and so frail ; 
It blooms in sweet affection's bower, 

Or withers in a gale.' 
In some the heart is always gay — 

Free from the oares of life ; 
With them life's one bright, sunny day, 

Devoid of sorrow, strife. 

There's some who yet possess a heart. 

As hard as flint or stone — 
In deeds of kindness take no part, 

Kor heed the orphan's moan. 
Sneh hearts as this are not humane — 

The brute possesses more ; 
The dog has howled o'er master slain* 

And whined at human gore. 
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ALONG CAYUOA'S SfiOBE I STBAYBD. 

Along Cayuga's* shore I strayed, 

With Mary on my arm reclining ; 
The golden sun his beams delayed, 

The sultry day seemed slow declining. 
Beneath a willow tree I lay 

To watch the sparkling waves receding. 
Around all nature seemed so gay. 

The golden wheat was gently waving. 

And turning to my darling love. 

Sweet maid, I said, when love's first waking. 
Have pity, for I swear, by Jove, 

For thee my heart is almost breaking. 
Here by this lovely lake alone — 

Here on its charming shore together, 
CSome let us vow we will be one, 

That nought but death can us dissever. 



LOVELY BOSTON BAY. 

Let not the angry waves that roll 

* Upon the pebbly beach, 

Let not the sea^gulPs restless wing. 

Nor sea-fowPs dismal screech. 
Disturb thy slumbers, Annie, 

But peaceful mayst thou lay, 
Beside the blue and sparkling waves, 

Of lovely Boston Bay. 



*TUs if on« of that numeroai group of Ukoi litaatod in oenksl Vow 
Terk, in whisk that portion of the State to nmsh ahona4. Th^y aft 
M«oh oalabratod for thoir t nblimo graadtor and roatantlt Mtntfy. 



Thionglioat the rolling yaar^ 
And gently fall the morning dewa» 

With softy refreshing tear; 
Upon thy grave those blooming flowers, 

O, may they ne'er decay, 
With those which skirt the restless wave! 

Of lovely Boston Bay. 

Blow mild, each gentle zephyr. 

Blow soft, each morning gale. 
Thai wafts the thrush's music 

From out each verdant dale ; 
Be still, ye boisterous whirlwinds, 

Kor mar her slumbering day, 
Which rests beside the rolling waves 

Of lovely Boston Bay. 

Then let her ashes peacefully, 

In silent stillness rest. 
Nor call her spirit back again. 

From the regions of the blest. 
And all ye feathery songsters. 

And ye of plumage gay. 
Tune low and sweet your requiem songs 

By lovely Boston Bay. 
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SW£BT PHEBE. 

Sweet Phebe, alas I you have driveii 
In me love's unmerciful dart ; 

When I gaae <m thee, angel of HeaT«tt» 
it lierees me clean to the hearts 



W^ noi, hf ikfcr b«aiiliM fit«p, 
Bui pfofeoike ma <me« to be n^Mt 

In tliis world nothing can na dlsMtw*-* 
Our TOWS we will hold as dirine. 

Then answer me, Phebe, then answer ; 
Why linger the words in thy breast? 

0, gi*^^ ^® ^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^^ cancer 
That's eating a hole in my chest. 

If you say you're not mine, then's extended 
The disease that is tearing my heart; 

But if you say yes, then 'tis ended — 
The pain will then cease for to smart. 

Why, why do you keep me in waiting f 

0, answer me, Phebe, then why ? 
For hours I've been pleading and stating^ 

Without tbee I surely must die. 
But if you'll not hear me, then hearken : 

To say a word more I am bent— 
The rule is that always in sparking, 

Mute silence stands good for consent. 



t). COME, MY LOVE, AND EOVE WITH KlL 

Come brave the noisy haunts of muk. 
And let us rore the silent glen ; 
Let us partake the mountain air, 
And Tiew below the Talleys fair. 
And yiew the lambs in pasture free; 
0, oome, mj lore, andfott withmai 
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W«'U cttU ik« wild flow«n hf tk^ cf«#k;, 
The*v«grftQi xopkyft we will seek ; 
Beneath the eoolmg ehede we'll reM, 
Till PhiBbttB' beams will seek the west ; 
The fields arrayed in green we'll see — 
O, come, my love, and rove with me. 

Far o'er the mountain tope we'll stray, 
Till dusky evening closes day ; 
O, there we'll pass the fleeing hour. 
While gay plumed birds in every bower, 
Shall chaunt their sweetest songs to thee — 
0, come, my love, and rove with me. 

The mountain streams so glassy clear, 
Shall murmur music in thy ear, 
As o'er the craggy rocks they gleam, 
And fall to join some other stream ; 
Then to its mossy source we'll flee — 
0, come, my love, and rove with me. 



YB FACTIONS THAT TRY TO DISSOLVE THIS GREAT 

UNION.* 

Ye factions that try to dissolve this great Union, 
ICay the blood of your fathers on your heads only lie ; 

When the North and the South have divided communion. 
May their ghosts haunt your forms till the day that ye die. 

For they gave you a gift which was well worth your keeping, 
Which you vowed to protect, which you swore to defend. 

And cursed is the one who would mar them while sleeping ; 
Unwept, unlamented his life may he end. 

•WiHteii duriiif th« poUtioel SflUtioa ^f ISSe. 
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If but 6nA6 ihdu irftm ties wkioh ednneet vlb are broken^ 
Where's the one who'll select the wide breach to repair? 

When the fire of reeetttment and hatred's awaken, 
Unextinguished, for ages 'twill eternally glare. 

6, then, nerer, je sons of Columbia, 0, never I 

Be ye foond to perform such a rile, cursed deed. 
Of this great, glorious Union the links to disseyer, 
- To join which out fathers did perish and bleed. 



LIBERTY'S SHRINK 

From Texas, that throws out her wide spreading prairie, 
To Maine,* which exults in her forests of pine. 

Exists there a race. 'Tis the home of the freeman, 
'Us the land which lies sacred to Liberty's shrine. 

And long as our Eagle shall orer us horer, 
The star of our Empire shall never descend ; 

While bright are our streams, or green are our valleys. 
To none but our God will our knee ever bend. 

Then woe to the despot who'd try to enslave us. 
And woe to the tyrant that would us enthrall ; 

For thousands of swords would leap forth from their scabbards. 
And thousands of Areemen rise at freedom's first call. 

Th« mountains would teem with the millions descending, 
The earth would be darkened with freemen in arms, 

And over our bills, fielda and prairies, far wending. 
They'd rise in 4heir Slights rooaed by war's stem alarms. 



FLOAT ON, NOBLE BANNER. 

To fhp Anierieui TUf. 

Float on, noble banner, protected by millions — 

Display thy proud folds to the wind ; 
Not the foul, crouching traitor — the basest of rillains — 

Can tear thee from where thou art pinned. 

For sacred thou art, 0, thou banner long cherished 

With fond and unquenchable pride ; 
It was 'neath thy stripes where our forefathers perished, 

And 'neath thy bright stars where they died. 

Then how could we stand by, beholding thee riyen. 

Thou flag so immortally blest? 
No, never ! while blazes the sun in yon Heayen, 

Or blood courses through any breast. 

And when the war sounds through Columbia, alarming 

Her sons to the battle to fly, 
While gazing upon thee for battle he's armings 

He'll turn from thy folds for to sigh. 

For a moment he'll think of his fathers departed— 

Of blood that was spilt in his cause ; 
But short is the while he will stand strickeii4i«arttd— 

That moment is sorrow's sad pause* 



From his eyes he will dry the s&d tears that w^re giMhi 
In yengeance they'll flash for tk"^ slain r ' 

And shouting hitt watch-cry fo hatMe when rasiiiligp^ 
Hy fathers, you'yeuiiM not in viiift t ^ '' ' 



0, WlUi MAT TE BOAST. TE PfiOUD SONS OF C0< 

LXJMBIA* 

0, well mMj ye boMt» ye proud eons of Columbia, 
Let EnglMid'ft old Lion in Her fiercenese delight, 

Bot ye mre «• frtt m the eagle-*your emblem—* 
That §6tan to the sun in her far, lofty flight. 

Boi O, then remember, ye sons of brare freemen, 
How eoetly and dearly that freedom was bought ; 

JiMt think on the red fields of White Plains and Camden, 
And Bonker Sill bloody, where bravely they fougbt. 

Bnt now ^ey have gone— those dear martyrs have perished, 
And Washington, dearest of all—he has fled ; 

Then let us remember our rights and our country — 
Embalm in our bosoms the names of those dead. ' 

The bold, bold American, proud of his country, 
Laughs at the slaves as they kneel to their loMs ; 

He seoms the foul treason oppression doth gather. 
And turns with disgust from the gold which it hoards. 



WHEN DABK CLOUDS OF SORBOW. 

When daA elovdB of sorrow and trouble roll o'er 
KisfortuiMavnaiimbered should gather belbre 



rRt pleasant to think that a true friend is left us— 
That adTorftily's handle nbt entirely bereft us. 



OTUs 
J^fiial 



WIS one «f my eerliMt eompoidtioni, and the firit that iMtued 
I Mag f«UifM in a Vliitaaa newtpsfer, boiteing the QUo 



HOW SECCSB DOES coLvicBu eiihtBmL' 

H6W Bjpeore dow Columbia dumber, 

Ker fear any danger tbat'e nigb, 
WbUe true hearts there are without number. 

To defend her» her freedom, or die. 

> . 

O, then je who would threaten commotion, 
AuddisonioB exultantly greet, . - • 

She ataude firm aa a rock in the oee^a, - . 

On which biUowe unceaaiagly beat. 

Bj the millions her true eons would rally. 
If strife should endanger her shore ; 

Hiej would pour Arom each mountain and Talle^, 
And .fight like their fathers of yore. 

Celuml^ thy UAioa's fonm I 
And blest are the true and the brara; 

And eorsed is the- one who'd disseTsr, 
The gift which our forefiiihera gate. 
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THE HISS. 

Allow me to imprint a kiss 
tfpon thy rofly cheek, dear H|ss ; 
Then to express the joy I'd feel— 
The wounds of aorroit it would beak - 
Vm iure Hwould give me great geikfe 
And baniah future oause of grief ; 
But, oh i the woe if you'd HeHisal 
The former wounds it would unloose; 
They'd freeUy bl««4> «nd daily 
Still keep inoreasing with the pain. 



BESIDE TSB MrSQUXBANlTA. 

The ilowen are bloomisg ttmh «iid iSiAr« 
The Umbs are sporting eTerjrwhere-* 
Come, let us hie away from care. 
Beside the Sasquehanna. 

While April, joyous in her birth, 
▲wakes each lender stem from earth. 
And rampant all appears with mirth. 
Beside the Sasqaehanna* 

Then eome with me, mj own true lore, 
And stray with me each shady grove ; 
Far o'er the moonds and banks we'll rore. 
Which skirt the Susquehanna. 

The robin there shall tune his song — 
The echoing Tales the notes prolong — 
While to the sound shall dance along, 
The sparkling Susquehanna. 

'Tie there whcare lorers lore to meet ; 
'Tis there where loTers choose' to greet, 
And spend the passing hours bo sweet. 
Beside the Susquehanna. 

Then hie with me, my dark-eyed maid ; 
We'll seek the cool and welcome shade. 
Where we can rove the fragrant glade, . 
Beside the Susquehanna. 

Naught can disturb our calm repose. 
Where blooms the lonely woodland rose; 
Then come, till erening's curtains dose 
Along the Susquehanna. 
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'- 'EB1I?S SHOBE. 

O, }k6w I lore 

At ere to tore, 
Where Erie rolls her water t 

Give me no more 

Than Erie's shore. 
To roam with Idon's daughter. 

When night unbars 

Her golden stars. 
Across her waters darkling, 

On Erie bright, . 

At ope of night, 
A thousand gems lie sparkling. 

O, loveljr lake, 

How gentljr break. 
The waves' against ihj border I 

Upon the rock 

They softly knock. 
Though storms may make them iott4«r. 

And when I mark 

The fisher's bark, 
Across the blue waves dashing. 

As to the shore 

He bends his oar. 
The spray around him flashing. 

O, how I love 

At eve to rove, 
Where Erie rolls her water I 

Give me no more 

Than Erie's shore. 
To roam with Idon's daughter. 



. 
I 
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BANK3 OF MOHAWK.* 

Tune— "JSn/ocA ^ Khiloeh." 
When merry and gaj in the days of my childhood, 

How oA» in the cool of the evening, I'd walk 
To cull the wild flowers which grew in the wildwood. 

Or carelessly strayed by the banks of Mohawk. 

How mellow the chime of the village bells ringing, 
The lark's evening song, with the woodpecker's knock 

On the old hollow tree, while the country maid's singing 
Mellifluous 'rose from the banks of Mohawk. 

▲nd many an hotir of the noon-day I've squandered, 
As, poised in the shade, I would gaze at my flock. 

Or, oft on the beach, as I daily have wandered, 
The pebbles to find by the banks of Mohawk. 

But what were those scenes, when compared with the pleasure 

I fancied I felt as I'd nrerrily talk 
With my wild rustic bride, or would wander at leisure 

Down by the green lawn on the banks of Mohawk. 

But gone are those days which I once fondly cherished — 
As Time flies, he seems but my feelings to mock, 

For never again will those days that have perished, 
Return with the years to the banks of Mohawk. 



DEAR PERSIS, I'VE PRAYED AND PETITIONED. 

Dear Persis, I've prayed and petitioned, 
But nothing from thee could I gain ; 

The more I have begged and have pleaded, 
The more I have pleaded in vain. 

»WUle OA a Visit U> Piqai^ Miami county, Ohio, September, 1860, 1 
penned the above lines. 



Then gntni m^, O loreliest Bmb^ 

The pitiftil boon thai I eniT« t 
If not, then I swear, aoon or later^ 

^Twill keep dragging me down to the grare. 



I know you're unconscions, dear Peni% 

The love that I bear unto thee ; 
You feel not the fire that ia burning-* 

That's burniDg, consuming in me. 
And wilt thou then know but the physic. 

The only good remedy sure — 
Know then, Oh I my life and my dMrling; 

In you lies the power and the ourei 

It's useless to argue any longer, 

I've waited so long upon you, 
Till patience no longer's a rirtue — 

What more could you want me to do f 
This life's but a long rolling riyer — 

A ceaseless, meandering stream. 
And if you'll accompany me down it, 

You can lire like a Princess <xr Queen. 



WHERE SCHUYLKILL MEETS THE DBXAWARE.* 

In vain I roam in every land, 

From shore to shore, from strand to strand^ 

In Tain I cross the foaming brine 

To search each realm, survey each clime; 

•Burhiff my tonr througli th.% Saatem BUAm, la lUB, I i t i fprt el 
FhUsdelpUa. Stuidiag in oIom prozlalty to tril«Cf the alMf-WMBti 
linn X nsity I coiapQfed the foUewingftaalif. 
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My tottering steps would ilrim Mtndt 
The weary miles baek io tint place* 
Back to that place— none can compara*-* 
Where Schuylkill meeta the Delawarai 

Delightful spot t can I forget 
The blise, the joy that th ere Vrt aaet. 
When early love begins ta shoot. 
Within the heart it takes its root, 
So deeply set naught can it grub. 
Though yean and tina against H ml^. 
So for that spot my heart does tsar, 
Where Schuylkill mesU tka Delasiaxa. 

Oh I there, with M!ary by my side, 
I rambled by the rising tide ; 
Now she is gone and I am here. 
Far from the spot I love so dear. 
I love the scenes, for round my heart 
Entwined they never can depart, 
And thou my Ioyc, sleep on my fair, 
Where Schuylkill meets the I>elaware. 



A LOCK OF THY HAIR, TO BEMEMBEB THEE BY. 

A lock of thy hair, to remember thee by i 

Yes, darling, I cannot forget^ 
When far among strangers, I'll think, with a si^^ . . 

Of affectionate friends which I'tc met. 

And, though I may carry this token with me^ 

Or commit it away to the flames 
All the same ni still cherish the inem'ty of thee^ 

And hold in Affection thy Aame. 



NEW JEBSEY, THY ]K>BD£BS ABB WILD AJ^D BO- 

ICANTia 

Away, 7« gay luidsoapM, ye gardwi of roiei^ 

In you bt tbo mfaiiMM of Ivzvy !•▼• ; 
Kottofo BM tho rooki whoro tho inow-flako ropotoi^ 

Though ftill they ue faortd to freedom aod lore. 

BrMV. 

New Jersey, thy borden are wild and romantic — 

With what high, ezoitemeni I're mounted eaeh hiii-^ 
The roar of the Ocean, the mighty Atlantic, 

With eeenes so^excittng the breaet cannot fill. 
Full oft have I climbed o'er yonr northern mountaine. 

With gun on mf shoulder ai|d dog by my tide ; 
And oft, when athirst, I would drink from the fountains 

Which oosed from the base of the lofty hill's side. 

And then when the heat of the noon-day was falling. 

Compelled, I would seek for the shade of a tree, 
'Till, borne on the breeze, the loud resper bells ringiog, 

Again to the hunt I would hasten in glee. 
'Twas then over hill, over rock, bush and thistle. 

Till night threw her mantle of shadow o'er the rills, 
I'd dash on my way 'til I heard the loud whistle 

Of the shepherd boy calling his dog o'er the hills. 

• • • ■ 

Then down from the mountains I'd swoop like the vulturt. 

With Carlo I'd race for the cabin hard by ; 
I enWbd hd lord with his learning and culture. 

Nor luxurious tables inrittng him nigh. 
For peace and contentment-^hose sweet boons of pleasure — 

I had in abundance on this side the grave. 
And tbc pure bubbling water was mine without measure*— 

What more could I ask, or what more could I crave ? 



S5 



THK ORPHAN'S LAMENT. 

A lodt 0D«, I Mi o& ik« gmve of 1117 matli«r» 
I fobbed and I aighed as I sat thera aloaa ; 

Tka IkTora of fi>rtttne one tear coold not •motliar. 
For I fait, aa I sat there, no place to eall koma. 

Alaa ! I axelaimed, in the depth of my sorrow. 
The baaato of the field hare a place of their 9ira ; 

The bird haa a neat and the rabbit a burrow, . 
But I have no place I can call as a home. 

But long since thou left me, my own dearest mother, 
For far from thy grave my last footsteps did roan ; 

▲gain and again I might wander it orer, 
But narer Til find but one place to call home. 

Ah 1 here on thy graTc aa I sit broken-heartedt 
With no one to cheer me nor wiUi me to moan ; 

My sisters and brothers by long mUes are parted, 
And I haye no place I can call aa my home. 

Bat Hi not regret it, thou friend of my childhood, 
I wHl not regret thou hast left me forlorn, 

Thia life's but a dreary and desolate wildwood. 
And why should I mourn on this earth for a home. 

Then sleep on, sweet mother, for time will keep roHiag, 
And soon Hwfll roll o'er me and mark me aa one ; 

But when the graye calla me the thought ia consoling. 
To find with my mother in heayen a sweet home. 
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MY LOYB TO YOU I CAN'T fiXFREaS. 

ICy lore to 70a I oma't ezpfetf, 
For often doea mj boaom sweli 

And feels for who ? Ah I feels for tkee, 
Bttt few there are its love can tell. 



How often do I sit alone 

When birds have ceased their songn affair. 
And evening's shade has spread anMiad^ 

To think of thee so far aWaf . 

Though solitary as I sit, 

• M ethinks ihj image oft I see, 
0, for one moment with thee love. 

Since I can lOve none now but thee. ■ 

But thee, ah I well I might say thee, 

For who beside thee can I love ; 
My heart is thine, my vows are made 

And witnessed by that power above. 

I'v*o loved thee since I set my eyes 
Upon that goddess form of thine. 
And never for a moment thonght 
' You'd be another's love, bat mine. 

Loaanot let sn^ thoughts obtain 
For once an entrance in my mind ; 

I^Si pledged to thee and thou to mo 
Bf all the ties affiscUon bind. 
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VALE OF MOyROlL* 

O, itmtf loTely Tale ! liow I ewell with emotion, 

When I tbink of ihj stream b, irhere I oft lored t6 go ! 

How the San would arise, with his beams in commotion— 
In splendor would dance in the vale of Monroe I 

Biii now I am ft^r from thee — still thou art alluribg, 
: And I sigh for the roses that bright there did grow ; 
But oft, as I call you to mem'ry, I'm viewing 
Thy glories and beauties, dear vale of Monroe I 

Wherever I roam» I can never forget thee-^ 
< I can never forget thee in this world below ; 

Though other dimes spread out their gay scenes around ns, 
I'll remember thee ever, sweet vale of Monree t 

Fjurewell, lovely valley I in memory still living, 

^;I may roam fkr away where no one doth know ; 
Bui wherever I roam, my heart will keep giving 
A long glance and sigh for the vale of Monroe ! 



MY BABLING, INDEED IT IS CBRTAIK. 



My darling, indeed it is certain, 

F<Mr sure the truth I would tell-* 
A viper has got in my bosom, 

And made it far worse than a hell. 
For I swear, since I first got acquainted, 

Or gazed on thy beautiilil face. 
My poor bleeding heart it has fastened, 

And hM in its dreadfbl embrace. 



• / 
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^Written in mtmorj of Monroe oovn^, K. Y., where I spoilt 97 esilj 
is^S eenpoied wbfle nsMlDg by the ddo Elver. 



And tlido art Hht «n« wbo lm« stoka. 

And robbed me of peace and of TtBi ; 
Erer einoe I hare gazed on tby featoreet 

The serpent's abode in mj breast. 
And I TOW, till it does get unfastened. 

No pleasure for me can remain ; 
Wf'rj time that I try to dislodge it» 

It giTes me additional pain, 

'Tie Tain to attempt now a rescue — 

I'm certain my last hour is come ; 
But short is the time I must tarry, 

And thou art the cause, cruel one. 
Why gaze on me, Ioyc, so cold-hearted? 

'Tis you know the remedy sure ; 
Why gase on my misery smiling ? 

Alas 1 I must die without cure. 



A LONE WANDERER, I SAT ON THE BANKS OF OHIO. 

A lone wand'rer, I sat on the banks of Ohio ; 

The sun was fast sinking his rays in the west ; 
I gaaed on the swift, gliding flight of the swallow. 

As gently and smoothly it skimmed o'er her breast. 

And there, as I iat by that ** beautiful rirer,'^ 
How much, I exclaimed, from thee I can learn ! 

Thy streams emblematic of day that shall never — 
Yes ; weeks, months, and years, that shall never return. 

While thuA louely musing, my memory wandering 
To sceiiies of my youth, and my past boyhood days. 

And lost in deep thought, o'er my infancy pondering^ 

tIpoB the clear wftt^rs breath me I gazed^ 



But while thu r«fi«cliiig, I ihMiglit of mj K«8cy t * 
I thought of my K«iiej by Srie'v fair shoM; * 

The cot and ih« garden aroee in my fancy — - ^ .» 

I thought I beheld my dear Iqto for once more. 

0» hard, cruel fortune I why art thou eo trifling 
With the feelings oi one who is doomed to despair i 

The dreadful reality often keeps stifling « 

In my bosom the so/l, soothing dreams thAt iLike there. 

O, had I the wings of a doye or an eagle, 

How soon I would spread them, nor eren delay, 

Till I would alight 'fore a door that's congenial. 
To soothe the sad cares of a wand'rei away. 



THE LAPLANDER LOVES HIS OQLD, ICT KETIiEAT. 

The Laplander loves his cold, icy retreat. 

The Esquimaux his chilly plain ; 
Then why should I not lore each valley so sweet-^ ' 

^ch snow-covered mountain of Maine t * ' 



• 4 



I ask not the pleasures which dwell in the Souih,* * 

That poets have fabled of yore ; 
Away with their flowers, which my heart siek'niag kmthe> 

But give me my cold home before. 

Ko pleasure iot me have theiv liot, bvning -rimi, 
Nor flowers that in blooming will last ; * - — 

Their warm, sultry breezes my soul ddes despise, ' 
And mouniB jBa$ 4MKWi|Uir.'a fojkl«:^l|||tw - *, . \ ' 
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It ttgjht Imt ih^ mdtmWsi tbtt ioiweriiif nm^ 
Ab«T« ih% widt plsin of the mllejs of snow, 

AbiI aotbiiif in Itii docs the sovl deairer (Nffze, 
TbftB^iatekex't iiMiatf, where it oiiee loved to go. 

AwL though we may climb to the temple of fame, 
And wear honor's wreath on our brow, 

We^l hear in affection the dear Cottage name, 
Whtrs wo plighted our Utist solemn row* 



FLOW ON, LOVELY HUDSON 1* 

FI#w en, loTely Hndson — thou lovely stream, flow I 
XBCompaseed by banks that look verdant below ; 
JM poefts of Thamea and of Seinef sing their lay. 
But I know thou'rt arrayed far fairer than they. 

Then flow in thy beanty, sweet river— -flow on ! 
Whom Nature her eharms has so lavished upon ; 
And they who beside thee might happen to stray, 
Bewitehed by thy beauties, unwilling must stay. 

•6^ had I * hone by thy border so fhir. 
In pleasure and peace Fd contented dwell there ; 
How ealm flow thy waters, 0, river so bright I 
Thy OMMnriod groea banks are the stranger's delight; 



•Whfle oa aylieMue t4^ 40wii the Badsoa, in 1S68, 1 oonq^ied the 

levs lust. 

fTbe win kaeirn ittwi of tai^aa^ aad TtaaM. 
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How majestic ihe mOuhtains that border thy waves 1 
The towering Highlands/ whose dark summit bcaTar 
The mad, angry tempest — ^the wild whirlwind's shock ; 
Those dark, lofty battlements their wratli only mock. 

To leave thy clear waters it saddens my heart, 
Where Phoebus himself lingering, is loth to depart; 
But time tarries not — ^I must bid you adieu — 
Farewell, Hudson, then, and thy waves rolling blue I 



AND WILL YOU EOVE WITH ME, SWEET MAID? 

And will yon rove with me, sweet maid, 

Down by yon silvery water ? 
And there beneath the beechen shade, 
. Till gathering night we'll loiter; 
Till night will spread her mantled pall. 

Along the shore we'll tarry. 
And if you'll vow to be my all, 

m be your constant Harry. 

I'll be your own,- come weal or woe, 

If you'll be mine forever ; 
And let what will may come or go. 

We'll pledge our vows together. 
Then will you rove with me, sweet maid, 

Down by yon silvery water? 
And there beneath the beechen shade. 

Till gathering night we'll loiter. 

•ThsM mountidni sre antoh noted for th«ir pictaroiqae toeattyi sat 
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HOIST THAT FBOUD FLASt. 

UoiBt thai proud flag, Hie the flag of the free ; 
Hoisl that proud flag, His the banner for me. 
Awake, all ye Bons of Columbia ; arise, 
Hoist that proud flag— let it float in the skies. 

Behold it, as proudly it floats in the air ; 
O who dare attempt for to draw it from there? 
Or where is the one who so vile as would durst 
Tear down that proud banner to tramp in the dust ? 

Was't not 'neath its folds where each victory was won. 
Achieved by that hero, our own Washington T 
Let it wave so when minions shall threaten slarm ; 
Hoist, hoist that proud flag, it will shield it from harm. 

Around it will rally the true and the brare, 
Beneath it to conquer or find there a grave ; 
Our right arm is pledged to protect its bright folds 
On the land, or the sea, where the wide ocean rolls. 



FAR, FAR AWAY, BY POTOMAC'S CALM BREAST. 

TuNB— ** To the Wut.'' 

far, far away, by Potomac's calm breast, 
By its smooth-gliding waters my Fanny finds rest ; 
Dire troubles and dangers no more her assail, 
Undisturbed she reclines in that calm, peaceful vale. 

How fair is the spot where she silently sleeps. 

Where willows around her unceasingly weep ; 

There, winding unseen, the Potomac extends 

Her clear, glancing waters whert the swamp willow blends. 
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You iDay roam lhio«gk thif world-^you may roam every- 
where — 
But DO place can you find that's more charmingly fair ; 
There epring'a clothed in verdure, the flowers ne'er decay — 
When this sad life is vanished, there let me lay. 

O there let me lay, where its clear waters lave 
The green flowery banks» where tall lindens wave ; 
Where the jessamine nods to the murmuring breeze, 
As it whispers her requium through the green leaves. 



THAT IS THE FLAG. 
Tumi—" Shed not a TtarJ' 

Is yon waving banner the flag that we own ? 

That is the flag, that is the flag, 
Which through the red field was victoriously borne ? 

Thatia the flag, that i^ the flag. 

WasH not 'neath its folds where our forefathers died — 
Where death was to them but the highest of pride— 
Where, smiling, they nobly expired by its side ? 
That is the flag, that) ii9 the flag. 

Has it not waved out upon every breeze ? 

That IS the flag, that is the flag ; 
And floated in triumph all over the seas t 

That is the flag, that is the flag. 

Is it not the hope of the bond and the slave — 
The ensign that headed the gallant and brave 
While wading through blood, that their couatry might save ? 
That is the flag, that ia the flag. 
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Hm it not flMhad oat orer BankM^a r«d hlU f 

That IB the flag, that is the flag ; 
Where first our country's blood did spill f 
That is the flag, that is the flag. 

Then will't not in beauty and glory still fly. 
Unmolested and flree in our own sunny sky, 
▲bore those brare martyrs who for it did die t 
That is the flag, that is the flag. 



SING LOW, SWEET BIRD, BESIDE THAT STREAM. 

Sing low, sweet bird, beside that stream,. 
For on its banks doth Nancy dream ; 
Beneath yon willow tree that weeps 
And droops in sorrow, Nancy sleeps. 

Ye flowers and roses, bloom more hir. 
Your queen and fairest gem lies there ; 
Spread wide your leares, and bathe her tiomk 
With fhigrant spices and- perAime. 

Assume thy beauty, lily fair, 
And bow thy head in sorrow there ; 
For neath that grassy turf lies low 
The fairest flower that e'er did grow. 

And thou bright, warbling streams that flQWi, 
Take heed, for on thy banks repose 
A tender flower I once possessed — 
rd have you not disturb her rest. 

But you, mild, gentle erening brees^ 
I still would have you through the traea 
To sigh her requium, till the dost 
Of dewy evening folds the ipso. 
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Sbg low, twttt bird, btside that ttrMU, 
For on ito bftiika does Kaacj dream ; 
Beaeath yon willow tree that weeps 
And droops in sorrow, Nanoy sleeps. 



FAREWELL, I>EAB ANGBLINE, FAREWEU.. 
TirNi— " Ofme, take a ScdL" 

Farewell, dear Angeline, farewell ; 

Perhaps no more Til see 
Tliy diamond eyes, thy pearl-like aeek^ 

Thy form, that's dear to me. 
But yet good fortune may be kind. 

And bring me back again, 
Once more to gaze upon thy face^ 

Thy arms once more regain. 

Then let me kiss thee for the last, 

The time is drawing nigh ; 
And let me take the last embrace 

Before from thee I fly. 
I soon will be in disUnt climes— 

O how it rends my heart — 
And, though I seldom wept before. 

The tears begin to start. 

But, though I leave you, oft I'll view 

Thy features in my dreams ; 
And, turning oft, I'U think of thee. 

And of those parting scenes. 
Farewell then^ Angeline, farewell; 

Perhaps again I'll see 
Thy ^mond eyes^ thy pearl4ike neefe, 

Thy torn that'i dear to me. 
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MY MARY'S XK)N£ MY MARY'a GONE^ 

Tune—" Shells of Ocean:* * 

My Mary's gone ! my Mary's gone I 

She sleeps beneath the linden tree ; 
No more I hear her lute-like tones 

At ev'ning's hour to welcome me. 
Forerer's hushed that mellow voice, 

That voice I never more shall hear ; 
No more, returning home from toil y 

'Twill greet me with ita welcome cheer. = 

Sad is my ^ul since we did part — 

Grim Death, thou hast no terror now ; 
I ask not life, then cut me down ; 

I'm but a barren, withering bough. 
The rose that strewed my path of life, 

And soothed me on the bed of pain, 
At last has vanished from my view, 

And nothing but the thorns remain. 

Mary, dear I Mary, dear ! 

I never more shall see again ; 
Does she but know what I endure — 

The racks of agony and pain ? ** 

But no ; she feels not what I feel. 

Nor felt the thorn that pierced jny slda ; 
When, leaning on my trembling arms* 

She lowly .bade farewell — and died.. 

But why mourn her^ then, 'cause, focsooth^ ! 

She's safely crossed this " vale of tears//-* 
And, in that brighter land above, . ^ / 

Dwells free from farther cares and fears. 



*rhtn I'll no longn moim f<Nr li«r, 
But, oh, life lims a boiden grown ; 

I cannot stay — I will not stay — 
To ling«r odt this life alone. 



BATTLE SONG. 

ton THS VNIOK TOLVNTins. 

O, we're the braye boys who are used to alarms, 

When our eountry's in danger we'll stand to our armsi . , 

For traitors and rebels can never defile 

Our star-spangled banner, our blood-purchased soil. 

CaoBVs— Then hurrah 1 then hurrah ! to the battle we'll gfO, 
We either must perish or conquer the foe. 

The New Englanders pour fW>m their wild, craggy rocks. 
With their trustworthy barrels and rusty old locks ; 
They are the brave gallants who never did yield 
To a foe or a tyrant, on any red field. 

Chorus — Then hurrah ! &c. . 

Pennsylvania she rallies her sons for the fighi-^ 
By the thousands they come from the left and the right, ' 
While New York gathers out, from each hamlet and glen, 
Her dashing young lads and her well chosen men. 

Chorus — ^Then hurrah 1 &c. . 

Indiana pours forth her bfave fionS at the Call, 
To fight for our country or for her to fall ; 
Kentucky^ the land and the birth-place of Clay, 
Is gathering the flower of her youth for the fray. 

CHORV»--'Then hwrrak ! fte. ^ 



. Illinois' tttAj sodb mre ibrstki&g' awUU 
Their wide-epreading prairies and bottntiful seii« 
While Michigan, restless the Union to sare. 
Is gathering by thousands her gallant and brare^ 

Chorus — ^Then harrah ! Ac 

Young Wisconsin and Iowa hears the war sound, 
With young Minnesota on the red battle ground ; 
They muster their thousands, to shelter from harm 
Our Union and. banner, with old Uncle Sam. 

Chorus — Then hurrah I kc. 

The brave Buckeye lads all so willing they come, 
With bayonets bright gleaming, and swords buckled on ; 
From the North, East and West see the multitudes crowd, 
With the stars and the stripes o'er their heads waving pi^ud. 

Chorus — Then hurrah ! &c. 



THE AMERICAN'S FAREWELL TO HIS NATIVE 
COUNTRY ON GOING TO VISIT EUROPE. 

Farewell, land of Washington, Webster and Clay ; 
Farewell, land of freedom, I cannot delay ; 
I must meet the wide ocean whose billows I f^kr 
Will bear me away from the land I love dear. 

Adieu ! then Ohio, whose calm waters bright 

To some more mighty stream take their far winding fligbt ; 

And thou, placid Hudson, I soon will despair 

For thy green charming banks so lovely and fair. 

No more shall I roam where my forefkther's strayed^ 
▲ad gace on the Ecene3 where I oft have delayed ; 
My bark dances on, and I hear the loud roar 
Of the bmkers that dash on my own native shore. 
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Th^B ftgain is the 6&d iefty quick forced Vrcm my «yda, 
Ab my bark o'er the wetm like a swift arrow flies, 
While the last sinking glimpse of my fair shores I catch, 
AH the dear parting scenes to remembrance now fetch. 



CAN I FOBGET THE LAND WHERE I ? 

Can I forget the land where I 

Was reared, amid the lofty hiljs, 
And made the wily deer to fly, 

Which Bonght the cool and gur^^ling rills ? 
Can I, in France's sunny vales. 

Or on the balmy mounts of Spain, 
Forget Ohio'tf balmy gales. 

That often fanned my burning b^ain ? 

O, no ; thoHgh I should erer BtM^y, 

And never ind a place of rest, • 
I'll ne'er forget, though far away, 

The scenes with which I once was blest. 
When wandering o'er my native hills. 

Or sitting in the cooling shade. 
Or musing by the babbling rills, 

Meand'ring through my native, glade. 

Not that I dream of finding e'er 

Another place to' dote upon. 
For such fair scenes, I well may fear, 

Upon has never shone the sun; 
Perhaps these tame domestic charms , 

Pos^e^s the heart of some born child ; , 
But C^; give me Ohio's farms, 

Its rip'ning grain, her fbrests wild. 



FnpAre ih» ship, 
iiie waTM we'll riit. 

To the land of Libert;; 
And onward bound. 
Till my home is found* 

In the land of Libertj. 

pn I otk\o mj homo; 

The wares yet fpant. 
To the land of Libertj. 

0, yet move on. 

Ever and anon. 
To the land of Liberty. 

0, take me there* 
Where damselB fair, 

|tf>ain the land of Libertf • 
There place my graTe» 
Whenr li^M the l»ra«:e^ 

In Hm land of Liberty. 

And when I meet 
Hy land so sweet, 

O, the land of Liberty; 
And if rU part, ' 
'Twill break my heart, 

Yrom the land of Libertr. 



i«a^~^ 



CALIFOBNLi'S SHORJE. 
Away, away, my gallant bark. 

Fear not the angry weather^ 
Sp^read all thy sail to catp^ theTwinid^ 

The cloudy begin to gather. 
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I hear their diBtant ro«r ; 
Then speed thee ob» my gallaiit btrk. 
To CalUkHraiik's ehore. 

Then on, sail on, my noble crafl, 

There's none can sail more prouder ; 
I know thou'st braved the winds before. 

When storms were thrice more louder. 
Then flinch not now to meet the gale 

Which thou hast met before, 
But bear me on, through storm or shine, 

To California ' shore. 

fitiO louder does the storm-fiend shriek. 

Still higher waves are bounding, 
Ab from the starboard side I hear 

The dashing waves resounding. 
Then welcome to old Ocean's shock. 

We'll fear her wrath no more, 
Bat biavely ride, through thick and thin. 

To California's shore. 



O, Elf MA, THY BBOW IS LIKE MARBLE. 

O, Emmai thy brow is like marble, 

Thy cheeks like the lily so pale ; 
The birds of the forest that warble. 

And sing m thy own native vale. 
Their voice it is not near so charming^ 

Nor half of the power to oon8ole« 
But thine's like a firf that ia warming. 

And cheerii^i; ih« Naowing agol. 



52 



When grief seems io haniit aAd to ^uUMtne, 

And on me does heavily lay. 
When charms of thy voice does possess me» 

It drives the foul demon away. 
O, had I the fortune to own thee, 

Or say that my all it is thine, 
There's nothing could make me disown thee, 

More dear than Potosi's rich mine. 

For whole loads of Mexican treasure 

I'd give, or tramp under my feet, 
If I had hut that moment of pleasure 

Of printing a kiss on thy cheek. 
In vain I might search, this world over^ 

For virtue more purer than thine— 
That, I'm sure, I could never discover; 

0, if I could call thee but mine. 



THE EMIOBANT'S FAEEWELL, ON LEAVING OLD 

ENGLAND. 

Come, now, my boys, we'll sing a song, 

As long's old England's seen. 
And when she sinks behind the wave. 

Our songs shall still be green. '^ 

Our songs shall still be green, my boySt * 
Our ship with waves must play, i 

We'll leave old England fading 
Behind the drifting spray. 

Behind the drifting spray, my boys, 

Our ship must strike the foam, 
We'll sail across the bounding wave, 

Far from our native home. 
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Come, now, my gallant boys, bear down 

Unto tbe land of the free — 
Unto the wide, extended plains 

Of broad America. 

Of broad America, my boys — 

And 0, my gallant tars, 
'Tis the land of Washington the wise, 

The floating stripes and stars. 



THROUGH. THE WAVING FIELDS OF GREEN. 

Txrsz-^**FainUy Fhw, thou Falling JRiver." 
Have we not roved together, Sallie — 

Watched the twilight's closing scene, 
On the hill and in the valley, 

Through the waving fields of green ? 

On the hill have we not pondered, 

By the mill and deep ravine — 
Or, as chance would have it, wandered 

Through the waving fields of green ? 

Hours have we not sat together, 

When the evening's golden sheen 
Fell upon the halcyon river. 

And on waving fields of green ? 



0, FROWN NOT ON ME NOW, LOVE. 

0, frown not on me now, love, 

O, frown not on me now. 
For gaze on death I'd rather. 

Than passion on thy brow. 



64 



What ifl it does diiypldafle theef 

It cannot, love, be me ; 
Recall that frown — ^that frown, lor*, 

I cannot brook to see. 

I've waited for thy coming* 

And longed for thy embrace, 
But cannot bear to see thee 

With wrath upon thy face. 
Then chase away the cloud that 

Thy features hover round. 
And loose the smiles of gladnesf- 

That in thy heart abound. 

I never saw thee look so — 

What can the matter be ? 
Are evils dire pursuing. 

Or fortune fled from thee ? 
If so, to do their utmost 

Bid them, and breast the storm ; 
Perhaps the clouds but cover 

Heaits sympathizing warm. 

Then cheer up — sink not, frown not^ 

Misfortune bravely stand ; 
Help first yourself, and Heaven 

Will lend a helping hand. 
Remember he who strives well, 

To stem life's angry tide, 
For his reward must tarry, 

Or until death abide. 



'6S 

O, LET Me to the WOODtAT^D PtEtf. 

0, let me to the woodland flee^ 

Far from the busy throng, 
I love to see the tow'ring tree. 

And hear the robin's song ; 
1 love to see the lambs at play, 

Or skipping o'er the green^ 
And watch the op'ning flower of dajf^ 

And twilight's gorgeous scene. 

I love to wander o'er the hillSi 

Inhale the stainless air. 
Imbibe from pure and gurgling riUa« 

Meandering coolly there ; .. 
I love. to watch the setting sua. 

As slowly in the west, 
Whene'er his daily course is run. 

Sink to his nightly rest. 

I love to gather the wild flowers 

That unbidden bloom alone, 
And listen, through the evening hoitrs, 

To the wild dove's melancholy tonei 
I love to watch the lowing herds. 

While seated in the verdant lawn. 
And listen to the vocal birds, 

Stng tireless through the orient morn. 



YE DEPARTED, WHO PERISHED AND DIED FOB 

YOUR COUNTRY. 

Ye departed, who pertahed and died (or your country^ 
Hay Colttmbia honor your gi^aves with her te^rs; 

It if not yoor her^e deeds that she honors. 
Bat the oauae and the reaaoa you died she reveres. 



O, for the Bpirit wUcIi oerred jou in bftitle, ^ 

T« inspire your descendants with motires the same, 

Who willingly laid down your lives for your country, 
Nor fought ye for honor, nor died ye for fame. 

And gone though you be, may your mem'ry undying. 
Remain still beloved in the hearts of your sons. 

Your heroic deeds be remembered forever. 
As lasting afi liberty tyranny shuns. 

May the fields where they fought, where their life-blood 
given. 

Be indelibly graven on History's scroll. 
Their patriot cause stand a monument lasting, 

Through the cycle of ages in future to roll. 



WAR SONG-. 

Awake, all ye sons of proud freemen, awaken I 
Americans, rise I for the Union is shaken, < 

And over your heads the fair peace<slouds are lareaking ; 

Come forth I 'tis your country that calls. 

< 

Come forth I hear you not your dead forefathers crying 
From out of the bloody graves where they are lying ? 
Arise I 'neath the stars and the stripes that are flying, 
rWe^l swear that this Union remains. , 

Come forth I all ye children of heroes departed. 
And you, ye descendants of patriots martyred, * 
Behold their dear purehaso by rafil^ns bartered - 
And sold, with their blood spilt in tain. 



Come forth I cries the chieftaini who led jmi to battlei 
And fitand undiBiaftyed by the cannoiui' lend rattle ; 
Strike dowa the foul traitors who would lightly prattle 
Of severing this Union Genaented by blood. 

Bise, sons of Columbia — arise in your glory I 
Let your cLildren's children circle the story, 
How fathers, with pride, and their grand-fathers hoary, 
Delighted to die for their country^s good. 

Unsheath, then, the sword ; shout your watch-cry, that never, 
While true freemen live, will this Union dissever, 
" But one and insep'rable, now and forever,'^ 
'She'll stand on the records of Time. 



MEET ME BY THE SILVERY TIDE. 

To-night, when Luna's mounting high. 
When fewer clouds obscure the sky. 
When she shines forth in all her pride, 
Meet me by the silvery tide. 

Meet me in the silent hour. 
Meet me in the lonely bower, 
Meet me where the waters glide. 
Meet me by the silvery tide. 

When all nature sinks to rest. 
When happy dreams and visions blest 
Appear but shortly to abide. 
Meet me by the silvery tide. 

Where no ear can hear our vows, • 

Where no one may know our loves. 
Where we can wander side by side, 
Meet me by the silvery tide. 
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There, beside the randy ehore, 
We'll whisper, love, as oft befbre; 
Nor mark how fbst the time maj JRdiii 
Meet me by the silvery tide. 

Then to you I will reveal, 
What yet no man did ever feet; 
If so, the stars refuse to hide. 
Meet me by the silvery tide. 



COME, JANE, THE FLOWERS ABE BLObMIN(». 

Tune — " The Summer Daye axe Coming'' 
Come, Jane, the flowers are blooming, 

The bespangled heath's in green. 
The lawn is just assuming 

The loveliest colors seen. 
The florid morn is breaking. 

The sun will soon arise, 
The lark is just awak'ning, 

And hastening to the skies. . 

The thrush, perched on the bramble, 

Is pouring forth her lay. 
Dear Jane, come, let us ramble, 

Conversing by the way. 
V\\ whisper of the pleasure 

Enjoyed in days gone by. 
And strolling at our leisure. 

Thy charms I'll deify. 

I'll praise thy auburn tresses. 

So graceful and divine. 
Thy blue eyes, which distresses 

This love-sick heart of mine. 
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lliea eoMe, the flowed M^U^dUiMf, 
The bwiMk^l«d 1i6atli''fl^ in 

The Iftwn is just aflsaming 
The loTeliest eolon aiseii. 



ALONG FAIR HUDSON'S VERDANT BANKS. 

Along enameled Hudson's verdant banlu 
I stnyed, at evening's closing hour. 

Fair Nature smiled in everjr scene, 
And songsters sung in every bower . 

DeHghted with the gliding streatai, 
That rolled in silent grandeur oii; 

While gazing on the silvery tide, 
I'd listen to the robin's song. ' 

But, though the prospect smiled so fkir. 
Enough to cheer the saddest heart, 

I'd often pause to think of one. 
And oft'ner bid mj grief depart. 

For there is one, though only one. 

That I might give this world to 
She dwells by Mississippi's stream. 

So many cruel leagues from m3. 

Ah, mel but could I view her face. 

Her rosy eheek, her smiUng eye; 
While fblded in her loving amis; 

I there miifiti wish myself to di^' 
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erktps th$ liour mAy 7«i wrive, 
Whei^ I mtkj view h«r fona ohm mote. 
And dry the wasting grief that's prejed 
So oft upon my hosom'a eiore. 

Then roll on, time, there's few can tell 
What fortune thou hast for them hid ; 

I doubt not but thou hast tor me 
Untold of joys behind thy lid. 



YB GALLANT FEW, WHO FOUGHT AND PLED. 

Ye galli^nt few, who fought and bled 

To free your country in distress. 
Long may the world, with drooping head. 

Though hung in grief, your mem'ry bless. 
Long may your sons, with ardent souls. 

Inspired by your heroic deeds, 
Protect the flag beneath whose folds 

The hero-freeman fights and bleeds^ 

Long may their breasts be willing found, 

A shield to guard their country's rights. 
When danger calls to forward bound, 

Protect her from oppression's blights. 
Then will their children's children bow, 

Through generations yet to be, 
In meek and holy reverence low, 

In honor of the noble free. 

They'll bles^ you for the boon you gave, — 

That sacred boon of Liberty, 
Which raised them from a servile slave, .4 

To gloiy in the nam^ 9f free. , 
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They'll M«« y»« *«*• ^ V;;*^ 
But cuwrf Bli'Twy remwu. 

j^ OF THE FEIENM ATTACHED TO ME. 
All of the friend» attached to m«, 

They all ha^e flown, 
Save only one ; that one ie ^he^ 

And ttee alone. 
Alas 1 that ro«sh inconrtancy 

ghonld be our lot ; 
How Boon, when riche. from n« flee. 
We are forgot* 



IP YOU LOVE MB AS I LOVE THEE. 
If you love me aa I love *ee-^^^^ 

The nuptial sUte would be our fate, 

Our lot. 

'Spoee I should say thy hope'e no ray 

From tnee t 

And further own you love alone- 

Ahl Toae. 



Then FH jMqvH my httff% k IriH 

And now, dear K»te, we know, tHoiif h Iste^ 

Bftcli mind* 

jCotDfl, 'fore W9 ptrt each hand and hiM 

We'll bind. 



THE 

AMERICAN MELODIES. 



PART* II. 



i»V«« Wm^dSKb AT OAt C0XPKI8IN0 BUCH MILOSIBS Af WlWi 

•0XP0SI9 9VmiH0 XT TBRX OF UETICl IV rMl 

9HITBB STATU KATT, IN THB YSAES 

1862 AKn 1863. 



^ABIb on the oodkn ware, 

A liOBM on the rolling deep^ 
Winn the Mattond waien rnTt^ 

And th« windf their rereli keep. 

''Like en ooeaa bird I pine 
Ob thif dnlly nnehuiging shore ; 

gire ine the fluking brine^ 
jbid med old Ooeen'i roar/' 

— Ahomtkovi. 
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I PACED UPON THE QUARTER-DECK. 

I paeed upon the quarter-deck, 

And gazed far out upon the sea» 
I warned the pilot at the wheel, 

Of every beacon light I'd see. 
Cold was the night, the wind did blow. 

The waves dashed o'er the larboard aide, 
Atlantic's billows, crowned with foam, 

In fury with old Boreas vied. 

But, worn with watching long and late^ 

I heeded not the angry stonn, 
As every swell dashed o'er the ship. 

It chilled anew my shivenng form ; 
Although the Storm Xing reigned that nighty 

And wrath and madness ruled the hour, 
Made every spar and timber bend. 

In reverence to old Neptune's power. 

'Twas not the howling winds I feared. 
Or plunging ship or surging sea, 

For there I stood, unconscious of 
The dangers which environed me ; 

£ut thinking of one I left. 
Who loved me, though so far away, 

I do jC9ai«8a I wept at length — 
. Ky ^ara mUed with the briny spray. 
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1 wept and cbided, like a child. 

The day when firet I came to eea, 
When I left loving Mary home. 

In solitude to weep for me. 
0, how her anxious breast must feel — 

With what deep anguish miust it burn^ 
As howls the storm around her door, 

For fear I never will return. 

But when I've reached my destined port, 

If I should weather safe this gale, 
With anchor weighed, and sails well spread, 

For home FU hasten without fail. 
When taking up the lengthened chain 

I trailed between my home and thee, 
As link by link I near my love, 

m bless her for her constancy. 

Off Hatteras, Dec. 7th, 1862. 



THE MOON HAD JUST BOARDED ATLANTIC'S BBOAD 

BIM. 

The moon had ascended Atlantic's broad rim, 

And an ocean of silver presented to view, 
The winda were at rest, and the stars glimmered dim. 

And our ship lay becalmed, for bo breeies Uew. 

The sailor boy hied to his hammock for rest. 
To catch a few moments of peaeeflil repose, * 

But, weary, he scarcely his mattrass had preee'd^ 
When in elttmbm tniAUt mem'ry by tistona iffott. 
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Wide o^eir the deep be looked back on the days 
When a child be reclined in his father's green boWerS ^ 

Again by Ohio the sailor boy strays, 
And on its gay banks he is cnlling wild flowers. 

He watches young Jennie, his sister, at play, 

As now on the lily she rivets an eye, 
Or, transported with rapture, she drops on the way 

Her gems, in pursuit of the gay butterfly. 

The towering hill he ascends witk delight — 
Surveys from its summit his fond home below ; 

Now transparent rivulets burst on his sight, 

As meandering through the green valleys they flow. 

Thus dreaming unconsciously, time speeds away, 
While enjoying the haunts of his childhood awhile ; 

But midnight is past — ^'tis the dawning of day — 
And the sailor boy wakens to danger and toil. 

Ah I mem'ry, thou fiend ; how unwelcome to some, 
When we fancy we've drowned thee, with all of our care, 

Alone in the still hours of midnight you come, 

And the breaking of mom finds us wrapt in despair. 



WE LAID HEB IN THE DARK BLUE SEA. 

We laid her in the dark blue sea, 

Its waters closed around her, 
I saw her as she sank from me. 

In ocean's shroud that bound her ; 
Her face still bore the very smile 

That once did on it linger ; 
I took, to loneliness beguile, 

The ring upon her finger. 
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That ring I have, that ring I'll keep — 

Close to my heart I'll place it ; 
When, thoughtless, she lies in the deep, 

I'll draw it forth and face it. 
'Tib then I'll picture in my mind 

The lovely maid who wore it, 
And fancy on its rim I'll find 

The tender hand that bore it. 

Then shall her dark eye, raven hair, 

Rush in imagination, 
Impress my heart, filled with despair, 

The deepest of sensation. ' 

And when I see the surging brine 

By winds coaxed in commotion, 
I'll think of her who does recline 

Beneath the Indian Ocean. 



ADIEU, MY NATIVE LAND— A LONG ADIEU * 

Adieu, my native land — & long adieu I 

My gallant bark impatient waits for me ; 
And soon upon the ocean's boundless blue 

I'll turn my last and farewell look on thee. 
Already weighing anchor in the bay, 

With fall-swelled sails loud flapping in the blast. 
She, proud, careens upon her distant way. 

With trembling timbers and with creaking mant. 

She smoothly parts the waters with her prow, 
While gentle wavelets lap her starboard side, 

Afar to seaward bears again ; and now, 
Majestic, moves along in all her regal pride. 

• Ob leaving New York, Deoember 7, 1861 
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Th« gentle breeze that sweeU her snow-white eaiU 
Is filled with fragrance from some sannj isle. 

While, slowly moving with the spicy gale, 
My noble craft glides lordly on the while. 

But when again, land of the brave and free, 

Shall I return to stray each emerald bower« 
Where often, in my former childish glee, 

Tve wasted many a precious passing hour f 
But fleeing time that, flying waits for naught, 

ICay yet bring fortune on his peerless wings. 
When, laden with good tidings or with favors fraught. 

Of days again to saunter by thy springs. 



FOR WEARY MILES THE SHIP HAD PLOWED. 

TuK»— " The Sky U Bright, the Breeze %» JFW." 
For weary miles the ship had plowed 

Her onward progress through the sea* 
And left behind a track of foam. 
Which shone with diamond brilliancy. 

The royals to top-gallant mast 
With eager will embraced the breexe. 

While canvas swelled from ev'ry yard. 
From main-deck to the main cross-trees. 

The ensign proudly waved from peak, 

The pennant gaily from the main, 
Rijoicing in the rising breeze 

Which swept athwart the watery plain. 

The waters playing round her bow 

Would ever and anon retreat. 
Bat only to return again, 

Upon her oaken sides to beat. 



THE 

AMERICAN MELODIES. 



IPJlRI? Ill, 



COXPBISINQ lUGH HBL0DIB8 AS WIBB C0HP08IB ^VMDXQ TMl 

WAB FOB THB VNION. 



" Th« Union of Ukoi, th« Union of laadiy 
The Union that nono ean lOTor; 

Tho Union of hMrts, tho Union of hta^iM, 
The Anorican Union tonrw." 



THE MINSTREL BOY HAS LEFT THE PLOW. 

The minstrel boy has left the plow, 

No more he in the furrow sings ; 
Sweet nature's warbling songsters now 

No longer in his wild ear rings. 
* . ^B home that once waa in the glen 

Which skirts Ohio's tranquil i^tream. 
Is now in camp of armed men, 

Where only swords and bayonets gleam. 

Where once he saw the placid flood 

Of crystal streamlets purling by. 
He now beholds the same in blood 

Boll past him in their purple dye. 
But ye^ he loves his native land. 

For her he's left the woodland shade. 
And jnarehes with her patriot band 

To ^lidd the deadly glist'ning blade. 

His march is through wild Tennessee, 

Where army never trod before ; 
He braves the loud artillery 

And musketry's unceasing roar. 
His bed ie on the swampy ground, 

Amid the tall and treacherous grass. 
With deadly rattlesnakes around — 

Where prowling alligators pass. - 

His saluse is the trusty one, 

His ^er used on Trenton's field. 
Bequeathed to his worthy son. 

Which in his country's cause to wield. 

4 
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How well ht Hm applied that steel 
Let Corinth and red Shiloh tell—^ 

How many did its temper feel T 
How many ^gfating 'neath it fell f 



> 



TWAS NIGHT, AND WEARY I SANK TO WEST. 

Tune—" The Lake qf the Dismal Swamp.'* 

^Twas night, and, weary, I eank to reflt» 

For the long day'e march was done. 
But scarcely had I the damp ground pressed. 
When warlike dreams my mind distressed 

With battles we had lost and won. 

Very often I thought I saw advance 

The enemy o'er across the field ; 
I caught the gleam of each shining lanoe— 
Vd hear the steady and measured prance. 

As the cavalry charged and wheeled* 

Again, Vd fancy our "lines" gave way — 

That our fate and cause were sealed ; 
I'd grasp my rifle without delay, 
And spring from the ground whereon I lay. 
Till, awake, the delusion fevealed. 

Then, awake, I'd listen, but all in vain. 

For no sound fell on my ear, 
Till, wrapt unconscious in slumber agaitt. 
In dreams Vd wander mid heaps of slain 

That was slaughtered far and near. 
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And now we routed the foe in torny 

Thongb red was the field with blood ; 
And» M each patriot heart would bum 
With terrible vengeance, all quarter spurn, 
Ab brave men only would. 

Unbound, the iron dogs of hell 

Made gaps in everp rank, 
While flew their screaming, screeching shell ; 
And, wheresoever their vengeance fell, 

The ground their red blood drank. 

The/air was filled with the rapid olash 

Of the deadly sabre blows. 
Gallant was our cavalry dash ; 
While, raised aloft, would be seen to flash 

The sharp steel o'er our foes. 



XAND OF THE BRAVE, LAND OF THE FREE. 

Land of the brave, land of the free, 

Our Union ne'er shall fall. 
Since yonder ensign waved so proud 

O'er Sumter's massive wall. 

It's bore the marks of many a fight. 

Of many a stormy blast. 
Since Jasper climbed the tow'ring pole. 

And nailed it to the mast. 

Then 0, my God and country ! 

Shall traitors livet^and must 
They tread upon my nation's flag, 

And trail it in the dust t 
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0, vengeanoe ! give me here the sword 
To emite a tf^cherous friend ; 

Their rights I'll give, but never shall 
To such vile insult bend. 

Woe ! woe I upon each cursed foe. 
And blood shall be the cry. 

Till every miscreant traitor's swept 
From 'neath our country's sky. 



COME WHET THE DULL SWOB©. 

Come whet the dull sWord, and the rifle make sure, 

And polish the old rusty gun, 
We'll fight for a cause that is holy and pure, 

With a motto of "many in one." 

We've sworn on our knees, when our forefathers died. 

To our colors to ever prove true. 
And the last look they gave it was cast on t^eir pride, 

Their pride of the red, white and blue. 

That banner in triumph has waved o'er the seas. 

And ne'er in dishonor shall fall ; 
It has hailed the return of the morning's first breeze. 

As it fluttered and waved o'er the wall. 

'Twas borne through the fight, on the red battle-field 

Where our ancestors perished and fell, 
And while life remains, the sword we will wield. 

For the emblem we cherish so well. 

All hail to thee, flag of my country — all hail! 

Hany thousands may fall at thy sHrlne— ., 
Aye ! millions — ^and yet thy brave sons would not quail. 

Nor the cause of their country resign. 



ALONE I TROD THE DEAD^TREWN WOODS. 

Alone I trod the dead-str^wa woods 

Which skirt the banks of Tennessee ; 
I thought of her, my former love. 

My Alice, ever dear to me. 
And as I thought of her, far, far 

Away, so many leagues from here, 
Expecting her no more to see, 

I wiped away a fallen tear. 

^Tis not because I fear the foe, 

As yonder dead can testify, 
Or that I fear the fatal shot, 

For I am not afraid to die. 
But when I think that you, sweet maid. 

Will deeply mourn the loss you bore, 
And that my death will grieve you so, 

It bleeds me to the bosom's core. 

But when my country's foes are crushed. 

And peace assumes her welcome reign, 
Fll ground my rifle for the time. 

And fold thee in these arms again. 
Although I love you stronger still, 

And mourn your absence in my heart, 
Yet, know, sweet maid, my country, too. 

At least should claim her legal part. 



MY CX>UNTRY CALLS ME, I MUST HASTEN AND GO. 

Farewell, home and friends, ye beloved of my bosom. 
To leave you the sorrowing tear feign must flow, 

Your counsels and friendship regret I at losing. 
But my country calls me^I must hasten and go. 
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No wonder, dear mother, your tear-drops are falling, 
But leave you I must, for my country's foe 

Doth threaten our fireside with sorrow and wailing, 
And my country calls me — I must hasten and go. 

Thou pride of my heart, though your bosom is smarting. 
Most heavy, my darling, on you falls the blow, 

But remember, my love, I must tell you, ere parting. 
That my country calls me — I must hasten and go. 

Can I stand aloof from the cause which I cherish, 
When freedom's at stake, and my country ? 0, no I 

I'll fly to the battle-field, though I should perish. 
For my country calls me — I must hasten and go. 



THE SOLDIER'S DKEAM. 

Worn and wearied, I slept, on the c61d ground reclining; 

With naught for my bed save a handful of hay ; 
The sky was unclouded, the stars dimly shining, 

And, dreaming, I dreamed of my friends far away. 
I thought that once more I was back to my dwelling, 

That friends, wife and kindred stood smiling around, 
And amusing the children with anecdotes telling, 

Of famed men and heroes in battle renowned. 

Thus, blest with a vision of home and its pleasures, 

The hours glided by with their flight scarcely known ; 
But vain were the joys, and still vainer the treasures, 

As reason returns, they are vanished and flown. 
But short was the while t was blest in my slumber 

With the happy and fond recollections of home ; 
The bugle's shrill notes soon aroused me in wonder. 

To hear the loud cry of *'the foe come — ^they come." 
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Oir WHEN I TREAD MY LONELY BEAT. 
Tune—" Our Flag is There.'' 

Oft when I tread mv lonely beat, 
My mind reverts, both night and day, 

To home, and those connections sweet, 
Which I have left, far, far away. 

Though many miles doth intervene 
'Twixt me and those I love so true, 

Yet, in the midnight hour, I ween, 
Their well known lineaments I view. 

But, say, fair silvery orb of light, 
Whose silvery face I love to see, 

O, say— does Alice weep at night, 
And mourn in secret grief for me ? 

Does she not stray the silent vales. 
And long our parting hour deplore. 

At In her agony she wails. 
Along Ohio's peaceful shore ? 

0, was I seated where thou art. 
High in the blue, arched heavens above, 

I feign would from my orbit' start, 
To press her to this breast of love. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



IBELAND. 

lUipeetftiUj inforibed to T. V. Meagher's Brigade^ whole brartrj and 
eonfpiovoQs gaUantry, on the hatde-flddj of the Kew Worlds In the 
came of Amerioaa Independence, entitles it to the most ebieeie thanki^ 
and lasting gratitade of ererj Amexioaa heart 

0, Erin ! land of cbiyalry and famCi 

Of patriot sons to freedom ever born. 
Who've nobly battled in our eountrj's name. 

And nisiied to reseue in ber hour forlorn ; 
For #bo like you, O, cberiebed *' Isle of Qreen/' 

Came bravely forward, in the darkest hoars, 
And side by side thy Emerald flag was seen, 

In victory and triumph wave by ours. 

Yes, nobly has thy gallant sons behaved. 

To save the Ark of Freedom from her foe ; 
For where our flag snocessiully has waved. 

They've truly aided in the crowning blow. 
Then can Columbia forget what share 

Of true devotion by thy sons of toil ? 
Whose patriot blood is mingled with her own ? 

Whose patriot bones lie bleaching on her soil ? 

O, no, " Green Isle V O, no, thou " Emerald Gem l" 

Thy Corcoran and Meagher wreaths for thee 
Have won ; until that day of liberty dawns when 

You'll win new laurels, struggling to be free. 
When, thinking o'er the past upon that day, 

America the avenging arm shall rise 
To strike thy tyrants — ^all thy^deeds repay. 

And plaut the Tree of Freedom 'iieath thf skiM, 



Tby consecrated sons to Freedom's shrine 

Can ne'er prove recreant to her holy cause, 
Whate'er betides them in the course of time 

Still binds them closer to our equal laws. 
Their blood is ever willing to be shed. 

They're always ready with a heroic arm, 
They love to fill a patriot's gory bed, 

When shielding their loved equal rights from har^. 

Columbia long shall cherish thee, fair Isle, 

In lasting honor of thy heroic dead, 
And as upon their graves she weeps the while, 

She'll iwine a hallowed wreath upon their bed. 
' Can she forget the sacrifice you've made. 

The noble bloods who've died in her defence? 
Ho, no ; her tkonsand Tones and Emmets* dead 

Shall cause her tears to flow through ages hence. 



TOHN ADAMS't LAMENT. 

RetpMtflilly dedicated to Henry Wallace Lynch, of (he United Ataftes 

bark Braiilian. 

My poor, down-trodden country, when 

Shalt thou lift up (hy drooping head 1 
When shall thy soul of freedom wake. 

To strike the proud oppressor dead ? 

Where is the fire which flamed your si r es 
Made them forsake their native strand? 

Was it to seek a foreign grave, 
A home to find in foreign land ? 



*Two well known martyn to the eaufe of Liberty in Ireland. 

f The well known patriot of MaMaohotetta, whoie unflinehinf eayos t - 
tion te British tyranny and ^pveiiloa aade klf nasi* SeMpimuMi in the 
annals ef the Bierelatioa, 
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No ; kneeling on a barren rock* 
When they had crossed Atlantic's wave, 

They raised a song of praise to God, 
And swore they ne'er would live a slave. 

And is this not your native land ? 

And is this not their blessed sod? 
Why will ye kneel to haughty kings. 

And bear their vile and cursed rod ? 

Then rise, my countrymen, arise I 
Shake off the shame of former years ; 

Laugh at the tyrants when they treat, 
And wipe your eyes, and dry your team. 

Remember, oh I remember, then, 
Each spot whereon your feet doth tread ; 

For every inch, or foot, or rod, 
Was hallowed by your fathers' dead. 

And will you view this lovely land 
By boasting tyrants lorded round ? 

0, wake, my countrymen, awake I 
Strike the oppressors to the ground 1 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP. 

In this world there are many who call themselves (Heads — 
They are friends while the favors of fortune extead ; 
Then let it but blow in an opposite way, 
When ** I never did know such a one,'' they would tay. 

^PlymouAi Rook, MMMohusetts, 
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0, riches ! wbat mighty alliu^menta thou hast— 
Alas I for the one who has treasure too vast ; 
The deceitful will follow, his friendship will own, 
But when poverty strikes him their friendship is gone. 

Such friendship, my friend, does exist not in you ; 
Your love itis purer, more constant and true ; 
To your friends be the same, and heed not fortune's blast, 
But stand by, unsullied, a friend to the last. 



OHIO.* 

Along thy verdant banks I love to stray, 
And by thy crystal sfream, Ohio, fair. 

And hear the jovial thrush and robin's lay 
Warble resonant on the morning air. 

O, who would not delight to rove along 

Thy halcyon waters, glassy, clear ; 
The first to hail the linnet's blythest song, 

Which greets at dawn the early riser's ear. 

Yes ; lovely are thy banks in autumn's morn, 
Yet lovelier far when spring does first return. 

And spreads upon the bramble and the thorn 
The garb for which they now no longer yearn. 

'Tis pleasant, too, just at the close of even'. 
To feel the gentle zephyrs balmy blow, 

And view the fast declining light of Heaven 
Flushed with that gorgeous golden, western glow. 



*Tliifl riyer, m—n dering between the hills of Sonthem Ohio and 
Westem Virginia, presents some of the most picturesque and lorely 
scenery imaginable. During the months of June, July and August the 
traaspareoey of its waten is remarkable, winning for it the apptUiation 
•f «La BelU Riviere/' a title but justly bestowed. 
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I would not pari thy wild, meandering itrtam 
For all the waters of the east or weei» 

For 0, 1 love the bright, enamelled gleam 
Of sunset on thy crimson-purple breast. 



ON THE DEATH OF WASHINGTON IRVING. 

Columbia, the glory and pride of thy nation 
Has vanished, and left us but only his name ; 

A star's disappeared from thy bright constellation, 
How pure was its lustre, how spotless its fam«. 

Though that star has descended, its fame is increasing. 
And brighter and brighter 'twill 'fetemally bum ; 

While the tears of his country shall fall without ceasing. 
To honor hto memory and hallow his urn. 

Farewell, then, great Irving, unperishable, unfading • 
Thy laurels shall be, though thy spirit has fled ; 

Thy countrymen never shall be found evading 
The honor they owe the illustrious dead. 



ON THE DEATH OF WILLIAM BETHEL.* 

When nobles and monarchs have closed their career, 

There is many to write of their doom ; 
But how few are the hearts for to sigh o'er their bier. 

And the tears that are shed on their tomb. 

But thou, humble Bethel, I long will lament, 

Alas I whom thy friend could not save ; 
But as they pass by thee, with willing consent, 

They'll shed a sad tear on thy grave. 

* Written It the xequeit of a yonsg lady on the death of her lonr. 
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LINES ON THE OHIO.* 



BMp«6tfUl7 inseriUd to MiM A]i«* OwdMr, of Qukw Bottom^ I«w- 

Owaijf Ohio. 



Boll 0D» fair stream ; Ohio roll 

Thy pladd waters on their, way ; 
Green are the banks which hold jour tide 

In meek submission to their sway. 
Grand are the hillsf which overlook 

The spreading '^bottoms'' far and wide. 
Where bright appears each gentle brook 

That pours along its gentle tide. 

Below the cotter's house appears 

Embosomed in ancestral trees. 
From whence the country maiden's song 

Comes borne upon the gentle breeze. 
And from the rip'ning fields of grain 

Is heard the merry laugh of glee — 
The tasseled corn, with waving plumes. 

Bolls like the billows of the sea. 

Then when the twilight's wed the day, 

And when is heard the lowering cow. 
The rustic lads come signing home, 

The chattering blackbirds leave the plow. 
The lark begins to seek her nest. 

Amid th^ meadows now so green ; 
The noisy crows, above the trees. 

With sluggish flight are nowhere seen. 



* Writloo Sn Rome towntbipi Lawrence eounty, Ohio, July, I860. 
1 1 wu itaading on thofo truly ** grand hillf " whea the abovo 
eeevned to memory. 
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The swallow, which was all day long, 

A Bkimming o'er the river's breast. 
Has sought the good old fanner's barn, 

And snugs secarely in her nest. 
Now front! the hill the owl descends, 

And, perched npon the crumbling mill. 
With doleful cries disturbs the vale, 

In concert with the whip-poor-will. 

And now the frogs, from marsh and pond. 

With tireless throats, beguile the hour ; 
While countless fire-flies show their light 

Through every bramble, bush and bower. 
The bat, with restless wing, is seen 

In rapid circles through the air, 
As, darting on each insect thing. 

In haste obtains his nightly fare. 

Now Luna, from the balmy east. 

Secures her throne, while not a cloud 
Envelopes her fair, silvery face» 

Or soils her beauty nfth a shroud ; 
But, from her queenly seat on high. 

She smiles in silent grandeur down. 
Adorns the landscape with her rays, 

And gilds the spires of yonder town.* 

The fox, imprisoned in his cell. 

From whence he dare not now retire. 
Lest Luna's light his steps betray* 

And guide the hunter's deadly fire. 
The 'poesom seeks secure rettea^ 

Amid the paw-paw's trackless growth, 
Till, forced by hunger or by want, 

In search of food she sallies forth* 

• Oi^sndottfl^ Vixgiaie. 
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And now the moon's pftle, slAniing beams 

Foretells another coming day ; 
While in the east the encroaching light 

Disperse the stars before its sway. 
Now silence reigns around supreme, 

And hushed is the nocturnal fowl ; 
The morning calms the whip-poor-will. 

And daylight rests the screeching owl. 



BATTLE OP SOMERSET * 

I gazed, and lo I afar and near. 
With hastening speed, now there, now here» 
The horseman rode with glittering spear — 
'Twas awful to behold 1 

Ten thousand men, in dread array — 
On every hill and mound they lay— ^ 
A dreadful sight it was that day 

To see the front they ibnbed. 

« 

The polished sabres, waving high. 
Flashed brightly in the morning sky ; 
While, beaming on dazzled eye, 

The glittering bayonets shone. 

All, all was hushed among the trees, 
Save now and then a gentle breeze, 
Which stirr'd the brown and serried leaves 
That in the forest lay. 



* TIm b»ttl« of Soiseraet (or Mill Sprioe, m it is more commonly 
edlod) wu foiurht in' K«ftt«i«ky, botwMs tbo nbel foreot tinder ZoUi* 
coffer, and the vnioo foroee under Genersl Thomu. Here it inrthn 
former fell. 
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But what is that which greeta mine eye ? 
Ifi it Columbia's sons I spy ? 
Hark ! hark 1 I hear their battle cry — 
Their shouts of victory ! 

Still hotter does the conflict grow ; 
While dealing death in every blow, 
HcCook charged on the routed foe 
His daring little band. 

Best, patriots, rest; the conflicts o'er, 
Your erring brethren punished sore ; 
O, would they'd fight their friends no more, 
And cease this bloody strife. 



SWEET MARY. 

Sweet Mitry, though I'm far away — 

Far from my peaceful home and thee — 
Yet let not absence break the ray 

Of love that binds thy heart to me. 
Though many long, long leagues divide 

Us, still I cannot think but you. 
Though parted by our distance wide. 

In love is constant and is true. 

Since last I saw thy form divine, 

Full many a month has passed away ; 
But is your love as strong as mine — 

As strong as mine, 0, who can say ? 
I cannot aay you love me not, 

And yet it does so often seem 
That if I'Wfts not quite forgot, 

Tott'd wiot# to me «re tkin, I w«e». 
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But, Mary, should I judge you Wrong — 

For who the heart's dark secrets know— 
O, tell me if affection's strong 

As 't was in absent years ago. 
Yet I'll remember, till I die. 

The day and hour when we did part ; 
The years may roll, the seasons fly, 

And still you hold enthralled my heart. 



FAITH. 

As J>oint8 the needle which directs 

The ship upon the ocean's breast, 
Until the mariner detects 

The distant port he's sailed in quest, 
So Faith points to a port above, 

Where all is bliss without alloy ; 
It points, as on life's sea we rove, 

To that fair haven of endless joy* 



HOPE. 

As gleams the lonely beacon light 

Athwart the wild, tempestuous sea. 
And shows the storm-tossed ship, at night, 

A harbor safe, whence she may flee. 
So Hope, upon the sea of life, 

Will rise a beacon to the soul, 
And guide us on, through danger, Strift,— 

On safely to ova destined goal. 
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CHARITY. 

•As dew is to the drooping flowei'i 

As rain is to the budding rose, 
That, grateful for the needed showei"; 

Their loveliest colors all disci ose^ 
So Charity infuses joy, 

Distills its gifts on all around, 
Which otherwise, for want, might di«> 

And lose its sweetness in the ground. 



LOVE. 

What is true love ? His like the vine 
That winds around the sapling in the grove, 

Or clings tenacious to the forest pine 
In fond embraces, — such is love ; 

And such is love — the fatal axe which fells 
The stately forest pine or sapling low, 

Though every stroke upon the huge trunk tells. 



SORBOW. 

The rose, beneath a burning sun, 

Will wither, pine and die. 
The greenest spot on earth become 

A barren desert, dry. 
Bo Sorrow will the true soul grieve, 
. Oppress the fevered mind, 
And on life's rosy pathway leavt 
A barren waste behind. 
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DEATH. 

And what is deatb T 'tis but a tranait from 

A tranflient life of misery to life 
Eternal in the Heavens, where we'll come 

Into a heritage devoid of strife ; 
It is the harbinger of happiness, 

The portal to another, better world, 
A world immutable, of endless bliss. 

That never yet was to thy mind unfurled. 



PERSEVERANCE. 

Perseverance is a gift bequeathed from God, 

The only road to affluence and to fame. 
And few that highway faithfully have trod. 

But what they've left a great, illustrious name. 
If you, my friend, would tread it, make your mark ; 

Then to attain your object onward press. 
Through fortune's smiles and bleak misfortunes dark, 

Remembering 'tis the true source of success. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

Like an oasis in the desert wide, 

A fertile spot upon a sandy plain, 
Where, thirsty, famished travellers are supplied 

With what to them's most needful to obtain. 
So Friendship, in this world of woe and care. 

Will fall like fragrance on the frosen heart, 
To many who might otherwise despair, 

Its gifts of consolation will imparl. 
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HUMILITY. 

The humblest rose is not the least admired. 

Nor will it less attract the passer's eye 
Because in gaudy colors unattired ; 

The less with the most beautiful does vie. 
So man, however humble will be seen, 

Whatever his lot within this world may be* 
Pride makes him but obnoxious to esteem ; 

He's honored more for his humility. 



INTEMPERANCE. 

As the serpent, with some hidden wile. 

Will lure the bird to sure destruction on. 
By some mysterious glance beguile 

The unsuspecting victim to its doom, 
8p will the luring glass attract the gaze. 

The treacherous cup, the poisoned bowl. 
Until the senses wander in a maze, 

And sure destruction overtakes the soul. 
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Part I. 

Wir Song * »-10 

Stung by remorse, we oft look back 10 

On Washington 11-12 

Dear land of my fathers, with what fond endearments.... 12-13 

O, dear, honored day 13-14 

Banks of Champlain 14 

Behold the proad freeman by his lovely Ohio 15 

0, give me my home in the West 15-16 

How long could I sit on thy beach, lovely Erie? 16-17 

The New Englander's farewell 17-18 

When I was a young lad 18-19 

My heart I leave behind me 19-20 

The heart * 20 

Along Cayuga's shore I strayed 21 

Lovely Boston Bay 21-22 

Sweet Phebe 22*23 

O, come, mj love, and rove with me. 23-24 

Ye fkctions that try to dissolve this great Union 24-26 

Liberty's shrine 25 

Float on, noble banner 26 

O, well may ye boast, ye proud sons of Columbia. 27 

When dark clouds of sorrow 27 

How secure does Columbia slumber. ,.•• 28 

The kiss , 28 

Beside the Susquehanna >....* ••••••.. •• 29 

Erie's shore 30 

Banks of Mohawk .., , 31 

Dear Persis, I've prayed and petitioned..... 31-32 

Where Schuylkill meets the Delaware 32-33 

A lock of thy hair to remember thee by 33 

New Jersey, thy borders are wild and romantic 34 
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